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Faleat Res Ludicra.— 


a 


HA all the World is a Stage-Play, 
= {E. "Ws and all Men are merely Flower, 1 2 

Reflection as juſt as it is common. The 
ES Similitude may be carried farther, by 
comparing it to a Farce, in which the 
Az Scenes have more of the Ridiculous ; 
and, I think, yet farther, if we fall in with the Senti- 
ments of my following Correſpondent, who ſent me a 
Scene of a Puppet-Shew. —[ can ſay no more of 
avhere it was perform'd, or who are the Dramatis 
Perſonæ, than Mr Gay explains of the Secret Hiſtory 
of his What-d'ye-call-it, | 


There is a Meaning in it, and no Doubt 
You All have Senſe enough to find it out. 


B POLITICKS 
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SCENE I. 
— MasTER of the Puppet-Show and Puncu. 


Mafeer. AT, Maſter Punch, make you in ſuch 
Paſſion ? 
Punch. Z——ns! all the Puppets are in Confede- 
. racy againſt me. There are Plots ;——Plots in the 

State, Sir. | 

Maſter. Plots! Vat you call Plots, Maſter Punch? 

Punch. III tell you what I call Plots. You know 
T have been the Hero of the Stage for twenty Years : 
J have acted all the principal Parts: I have diverted 
the Publick with vera ingenious Pranks; made he- 
roic and witty Speeches; knock'd down thoſe Puppets 
that affronted me; kick'd thoſe off the Stage that con- 
tradicted me; introduc'd thoſe that complimented me. 
Thus have I reign'd, with diſtinguiſh'd Luſtre, at the 
Head of your Company of Wooden Politicians. 


Maſter. Vary vell, Maſter Punch: But vere be dis 


and Plot ? You have often talk'd of de Plat, and de 
lot; 3 but vere be dis Plot ? 

Punch. There are Parties form'd againſt Me; and 
ſome of the Puppets have been bold enough to ſay that 
1 ſhould not be at the Head of the Campany any 
longer. 

Maſter. Be dis de Plot! Dis is only gainſt 
You. I. tought againſt Me at it was laid by mine 


Puppets. 
Punch. Why, have J not told you an hundred Times, 


That is the very ſame Thing. Witneſs ye Gods ! that 
through my Sides they ſtrike at You: They look on 
all my Actions as yours: They know I move and have 
my Being from You ; and whatever Part I play, it is 


with your Conſent, 


Mafer. 


r 


J 


ſqueak out? Dat 


617) 

NMaſter. Vary true. But if I command you to /ay 
dis, or da dat, ſhall raſcally damn'd Puppets contradict 
me? Don't dey know dat I hold de Strings dat move 
dem about on de Stage ? Dat it is I ſpeak what you 


Punch. But, Sir, They ſay that they have felt a new 
Kind of Inſpiration ; and that ſome God, or other, 
has endued them with new Faculties and Powers 3 and 
that they can ſpeak and act upon new Principles. 
Therefore, in the Scenes they no play, you. are to 
look on them not as mere Pieces of Wood, but as real 
Characters. 

Maſter. Oh! ho! Den dat — (vat you call !)—dat 
Inſpiration be de Plot. And all mine Puppet in dis 


Plot? 
Punch. No, No: I have a ſtrong Party, as you will 


ſee ſoon. If you will fit down here behind the Screen, 


you ſhall a ſee ſuch Scenes play'd among your Puppets, 
as will be an arrant Droll. 
Maſter. And who move de Strings all dis Time? 
Punch. You are not to imagine them wooden Fi- 
res. Be a Spectator of real Repreſentation, and T 
will begin the Farce. — Whenever you think proper of 
[peaking with us, it mult be behind the Screen. [ Exit, 
Mafter. Vary vell! Mine Show Houſe is 
full of SpeRators : the Curtain draws up; and—ha ! ha! 
enter Maſter Punch for de Prologue, 
Enter PUNCH. 
Punch. Britons attend ! nor haughtily diſdain 
To View the Ations of our mimic Scene 
A Group of various Characters it brings, 
All Stateſinen, and all mov'd by ſecret Springs. 
In Fiction's Guiſe aue real Truths rehearſe ; 
The World, and the World's Rulers prove à Farce: 
Nor Stateſmen, dare our Stateſinen here deſpiſe ; 
As you they're honeft, and as you they're wiſe," 
But, laying tragic Rants aſide, you ſee 7 
The comic Heroe of the Show in Me. | — 
in me behold him who ne er had his Fellow, 
Enobled by the Title PuxncyineLLo., . 
. B 2 Loxg 


Long ver the Stage Poe bore tyramnic Sway, 
And maile the Puppet Herd my Pow'r obey ; 
IT blufter'd, laugb d, ſwore, fwapger'd, kick d,. 
then, 
In humbleſt Mood J took ſome Kicks again. 
But now behold me in an odder Station, 
Playing the Farce of Stateſman's Reſignation, 
A Scene T ftill ſhall do leſs Good than Hurt in; 
Len bid you kiſs my „ and drop the Curtain. 


ſpoke.———Now de Scene opens with Punch's Puppets. 
Dere be de Coctade Puppets, de Blue, de Green, 

Red, de Black and Vite Vat you call dis Scene, 
Maſter Punch? | . 


Scene diſcovers Punch at his Levee of Puppets. 


Punch. This is the Levee,——Tho' there is thought 
to be much Art requir'd to play this Scene, it is no 
more than a Woman of common Beauty does every 
Day in the Drawing-Room, | 


S O N , 

The Coquette, encirled round 

With the Fops ſhe deigns to wound, 

Shews the Wiſdom of the Fair, 

Smiling here, and ogling there; 
Raiſing Hope, by kindly glancing 
Sceming Favours now advancing z 
All in Turns expect the Bleſſing 3 
A inſur d of the Poſſeſſing : | 

But the fly Maid, at Lowe's true Call, 
To ſome fond Creature of her Heart, 
Who moſt ſhe thinks can Love impart, 

Glad gives her Hand, and jilts them all. 


Like the Art of the Coquette, 

Ts our C:ndutF in the State; 

Circled by a hundred round, 

Hundred little Arts are found ; 
Here by bowiug, there aſſuring ; 


Here by whiff ring, there alluring ; 


[Exit Punch. 
Mater. O rare Punch; Dat vas admirably vell 


4¹ 


* 


| (19) 

, All expect the Fawour granted: 

All fure of the Place they * wanted : 

But find, miſtaken in their Friend, 

| e Stateſman never Favour gave, 
(4 | But like the Woman to the Slawe, 
4 Who beſt he thought could ſerve his End. 
This has been my Maxim from my coming into Power, 
and I will retain it to my going out of it. Among all 
theſe there may not be five but may wiſh me hang'd, if 
it was not their Interſt to have me at the Head of them: 
And that I can't be long ; therefore I muſt manage them 
with all the Art I am Maſter of. 

Punch comes from the fide Scene towards the Puppets, 
bowing very low to them, and they all with many. 
Cringes return the Compliment, 

Punch to a Red Puppet. L dont remember, Sir, ever 

to have ſeen you here before. 

Paper, No, Sir, my Command in the Army pre- 
vented me: As I was a Lieutenant-Colonel of a Regi- 
ment, I thought it was my Duty to be with it, while 
my Clonel was attending your Honour, and the Buſi- 
neſs of P—r/——, 

Punch. I ſuppoſe then, Good Sir, you have now. a 
Seat in the Houſe, and have left the Command to the 
Major, or ſenior Captain, or Brigadier, or Sub-Brigag- 
dier, or—or—ſomebody oc other. 

Puppet. No, Sir, I have no Seat in the Houſe: My. 
Affair is This. My Colonel is dead: I have been Lieu- 
tenant Colonel above Thirty Years, and in the Service 
near Fifty: I] am come to ſollicit for this vacant Regi- 
ment, as my /ong and faithful Services to my King and . 
Country may plead in my Favour. 

| Punch. Service to your King and Country, Sir ? - 
Fil What Services Sir ? Why you have No Seat in the 

Houſe, Sir: — I thought you might have had a Scat 
in the Houſe. I can't do ar y Thing in your Affair, Sir,— - 
Nay, I don't know but tne Regiment is diſpos'd of.— 
[Turns on his Heel from him.] Aſk for a Regiment, and 
no Member: The Fellow's mad ſure! L a Ducal 
Puppet at bis Elbow. ] 
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The Red Puppet retiring.) This is juſt as 1 was told. 
Hence wile Reproach ſullies the Soldier's Fame, 
And as Corruption's Minion brands his Name: 
Rough, and experienc'd in War's honour'd Art, 
Their Tongue wnguileful, and unſtain d their Heart, 
Our Fathers ſerv'd their Country and their King; 
But modern G—n'r—ls modern Talents bring: 
Hence Vice our honeſt Soldier's Fame deftiroys, 
Enfigns are Senators, and GNR Ls Boys. [ Exit, 
Punch to a Puppet with a Star on his Breaft. And does 
your Grace really think of going into the Army? 
Puppet M. I am determin'd on it.—I wil] be 1 
Daley. - :- * 


Punch. A Soldier! No, no, your Grace ſhall be no 


Soldier. — You ſhall be a General. — There is a Regi- 
ment luckily juſt vacant.— I have been ſollicited for it, 
but—T am glad I have an Opportunity to offer it 
your Grace. | 

Puppet. I am your Honour's moſt humble, and moſh 
obedient Servant, I ſhall endeavour to return tha 
Favour. 

Punch. I don't doubt it. [to another Puppet. ] O!] Youy 
Servant, Mr Staunch. — A Word with you. — I don't 
know what to do about what you requeſted of me for 

Puppet. For what? I am ſurpriz'd at any Demurs: 1 
never aſk'd any Thing for my/e/f. — I could not have 
thought after the Services I have done you that ſuch a 
Trifle—— 

Punch. Don't miſtake me: I recommended your Son. 
to the Board for a Fifty-Gun-Ship, but was an{wer'd hs 


had not been a Lieutenant above a Year :—W hat cena 


I iy ? 

Puppet, What you awou'd have ſaid had you had a 
Mind it ſhou'd be done. 

Punch. Well, Mr Staunch, I would not have you 
out of Humour: Your Son ſhall be commiſſion'd as 
you deſire: You ſhall be convinc'd of it now. [Calls a 


Puppet.) Chevalier Carolo, Mr Staunch's Son is I hear a 
very pretty Fellow in the Navy: 1: there any Fiſty- - 


Gu ON? vacant ? 


P uppet 


1 


— 
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Puppet Carols. Not at preſent 3 but we Thall Com- 
miſſion ſome next Week for that Secret Expedition you 
talk'd of. 

Punch. O! Very well: Give Mr Staunch the firſt 
Fifty-Gun Ship you Name. 

Puppet Carols. It ſhall be done. 

Staunch, I thank your Honour, I knew your — 
Power if you would exert it. | 

Punch. ' You'll be at the Houſe, Staunch, we ſhall 
have warm Work. 

Staunch. Never doubt me: Your Honour's Servant. 

Punch. Plague on't, here comes a Right R—r—4 
Dun, which of all Court Dans is the mot troubleſome 
and inſatiable. 

Puppet Lacun. I beg your Honour's Pardon for not 
waiting on you as ſoon as I came from my Dioceſe 
but I have been laid up with a Fit of the Goze. 

Punch. French Wine and Champaign, my Lord, have 
ſtrance Effects, Ho! ho! ho! 

Puppet Lawn. Your Honour pleaſes to be merry: But 
in Truth this Election Affair did compell me to exceed 
a little: I love, if I ſerve my Friend, to ſerve him 

with Spirit and Truth. 

Punch. Then you ſerve your Friend better than you 
do your G—. [ 4fide.) I hear, my Lord, that you re- 
2 diſtinguiſh'd yourſelf by your Zeal. 

Puppet Lawn. Sir, I exercis'd my Pa "rum Authority 
over my Flock, and diſpers'd Circular Letters to order 
them how they ſhould — I have been threaten'd by 
the Faction on this Account, but I eſteem myſelf fate 
enough under "ou Hondur s Protection, 

Punch, My Lord, you have not much to apprehend : 
Some / ll Fellzws may indeed ſay, That you did not 


act becoming a Father of the Church, that you were 


one of my Tools; that you were a Mercenary Prieſt, 
and that your Robes ought to be ſtrip'd over your 
- Ears: Perhaps too you may be obliged to aſk-Some- 

body's Pardon on your Knees: But what's all this? - 

When tis over you may bid them all kiſs yonr A 
Puppet Lawn, Ha! ha! ha! Your Honour's — 

| hut 


* 


your Honour likes a Joke. 


(22) 9 
at, pleaſe your Honour, I have News to tell you. J 
—— My Lord of ——, who, you know, was: 
of the other Party, was given over this Morning by. 
his Phyſicians. I am ſorry for my Brother of : 
He was a ſort of a Man; but had not a right 
Way of Thinking in Politics. 

Punch. And pray what honeſt Fellow do you know 
of to ſucceed him. | ; 
Puppet Lawn. Why, —Umph !--Why,—Ha! ha! hal += 
Your Honour knows that See is Two Thouſand a | 
Year more than ine. If your Honour thinks Me 
a tolerably honeſt Fellow. — Ha ! ha! ha l——I know 


Punch. III tell, you my Lord, whoever has that 
B———ck, muſt make a Free-will-Offering of Five 
Thouſand Pounds to a certain Female Saint. If your 
Lordſhip's Orthodoxy can allow of this Saint Worſbip,. 
I ſhall think you an honeft Fellow enough. 

Puppet Lawn, to himſelf, Five Thouſand for Two 
Thouſand a Year : Two Years and a Half pays the — 
Purchaſe-money. I am Forty-ſix; — may live twenty 
or thirty Years longer: — Say Seventy:— That's Twenty 
four: — That's Forty- eight Thouſand Pounds for Five. 
——Pleaſe your Honour your Saint may be aſſured of 

Devotion and Offering. | 

Punch. And you of the B—k, Well; this will buy 
Pully a pair of Ear- rings. { Aide) Oh ! Your Servant, 
Mr Freeman, I did not ſee you before: Have you been 
with P—x— ?' 

Puppet Freeman. Yes, pleaſe your Honouy. 

Punch. And he has given you thoſe Papers of Hint. 
and Instructions? 1 

Puppet Freeman. Ves, Sir. ; 

Punch. Pray take Care and write fronger : Laſh thoſe + 
factious tumultuous Set of Fellows, the Ct. zent of 
122: Lay about you as if you were n _ 

Puppet Freeman. I ſhall obey your Honour's Com- 
mands. 

Punch. I have given P—x—n a Draught of feen 
handred Pounds for you: But. out of. it you m * 

Go S8 
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the Fellow a Hundred, who wrote the Letter to a Mem- 


ber of Parliament. 


Puppet Freeman. I will, Sir.—Damn your Temper. 
Even in your Extravagance you can't forbear your old 
'Trick of Duartering. ( Afide.) | 

Punch. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir? Or is 
this only a Viſit of Compliment. 

Puppet. Sir, my Name is MERIT. 

Punch, Merit ! Merit !/—1I don't know you. 

Puppet. I was recommended to you by Doctor Galen. 

Punch. Oh! You are the Cambridge Man that is go- 
ang to print ſome learned expenſive Work. 

Puppet. Which I hope to have the Honour to inſcribe 
to your Patronage. | 
Punch. Sir, Theſe Works of Learning are of no Uſe 
to me: I muſt be excus'd, you may find a more proper 
Patron ; but as I love to encourage learned Men, there's 
a Guinea for you. [Turns from him and goes on, fol- 


lowed by the other Puppets.] 


Puppet MeriT, Solus. 

A Guinea !—A ſingle Guinea What a Wretch | 
From theſe curs'd Walls with Terror I will fly, 
Where Arts and Science never will come nigh : 

I here the mean Sycophant, or wenal Slave, 

Rival che Honeſt, and ſupplant the Brave: 

To the low'd Banks of Cam, the Muſes Seat, 

O Learning and Science the Retreat, 

Will I retire ; and, bleſt in my low Sphere, 

Leave Vice and Folly fill to triumph here. [Exit. 

Punch. Now for my Senatorial Puppets: [Goes for- 
award and a Circle is form'd.] Your Servant, Gentle- 
men.—We ſat late laſt Night. — 

Puppet Minni. Had we carried your Honour's Point, 
we ſhou'd not have grudg'd the Hardſhip of the Ser- 
vice. You find we are ſtaunch : Not Death can affright 
us : The Sick, the Lame, forget their Diſeaſes : Poor 
Mr W—1t—rs came beſwaddled up in Blankets ; yet all 
wou'd not do : We loſt the Queſtion. 

Puppet H—ce. Ay, that damn'd W—f--r Election 


has done our Buſineſs. Three or four thouſand _— - 
| we 


— 
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well laid out laſt Summer, wou'd have done more than 


three or fourſcore thouſand can now. 
Punch. Brother, Brother, that is the ſevereſt Stroke 
> have felt : ſuch another will compel me to quit the 
tage. 
Puppet H—ce. Quit the Stage ! What will become 
of me? 
Punch. Never fear : I have a way to bring you off 


ſafe, as well as myſelf. 


Puppet H—ce. The Devil you have.—I am then one 
of the happieſt Dogs in Ex land. What! No Account 


for my American I ranſact ons? No Enquiry ? No Re- 


fanding ? | 
Enter PuyreT Y in a hurry. 
Puppet Y——, Where, where's his Honour? 
Punch. Why in ſuch a hurry ? Mr Secretary? What 
News from the Army ? | 
Puppet 1 —. There is a Deſertion in your Corps de 


Reſerve. The Welch Forces have. openly revolted ;j — 


but as for the Northern, I can give you no certain AC- 
count of them. 

Punch. They may try what Forage they can get; 
but they will come back to their Colours. 

Puppet Y—. I have been making fine, ſmooth, ora- 
torically- affecting Speeches to them, and all to no or 
poſe : You muſt haſten into the Field of Battle yourſelf, 
and try if you can rally your Forces before you are in- 
tirely beat out of it. *. 

Punch. A moſt metaphorical Deſcription of having 
loſt the M. -r ty. Well, Gentlemen, all go and do 
your Duty: This is the laſt public Effort we can make: 
I have ſome important Affairs which I muſt firſt tranſ- 
act in another place, but I ſhall meet you at Philippi. 

[Exeunt Punch and his Gang ſeparately. 


Scene changes. 
Enter three Puppets in private Conference. 


4 Caledon. Look ye, Gentlemen, I am againſt 
your Propoſal : I will not hear of a Screer. 


* 


ok 


mity. 
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* Mr Engliſh. Nor can I approve of your Latitudina- 
rian Principles of taking All into play. | 

Mr MWorceſter. I am againſt carrying things to extre- 
I hate Punch as much as any of you; but if 
he will voluntarily go off the Stage, then his Scene of 
Action ends. 

Capt. Caledon. I don't know that: We have Cha- 
racers which often ſpeak from behind the Scenes. In 
ſhort, we do nothing, if, after we have turn'd him out 
from being an Actor, we make him Prompter.—— The 
principal Characters will get into his blundering way, 
from the blundering Cues he will give them. 

Mr. Engliſh. Though you may caſt yourſelves what 

Parts you pleaſe ; you may play the General, and you 
the Caſhier ; yet you know the Maſter cannot bear the 
Name of the old-faſhion'd, high-buſkin'd Puppets, 
which he calls the Tory-Rortes. 
Capt. Caledon. Without an abſolute Coalition of all 
the Company, and expelling Punch even from behind 
the Scenes, I am determin'd not to act, but will only 
come on the Stage, as Cato did into the Theatre, to go 
out again. 

Worceſter. The Buſineſs of the Stage muſt not ſtand 
ſtill; and I would rather play any tolerable Part, than 
have it worſe perform'd. | ; 

Capt. Caledon. I find Punch has more Intereſt than I 
imagin'd, and is preſſing a Sequel Interlude behind the 
Scenes, while we are buſy on the Stage. 

M. Engliſh. Which he will call the Mock-Refignation. 

Capt. Caledon. And which will be damn'd, with every 
Actor in it.— The Moment therefore I ſee the Rehear- 
ſal of it begin, I will leave the Company.—You know 
my Sentiments. Adieu. [ Exit. 

Mr Engliſh. This Difference of Opinion bodes no 
Good. I know not what to think of it. 

Worcefter. J muſt think of playing the Part I have 
undertaken, as well as I can: And tho” I appear in 
Punch's Place, I muſt not talk in the-fame Tone. 

Mr Engliſh. Nor act in the ſame Manner; unleſs you 


wou'd meet with the Fate Capt. Caledon prognoſticated. 


* Worceſter. 


in me. 


(25) 
Norceſter. Bleſs me! What means this Change? I 

am no longer free: Some ſecret Strings pulls back my 

Arm: Another moves my Tongue: I am an errant 


Puppet. | 
A * Something has made a little Alteration 


don't move as vigorous as before. Some 
one behind the Curtain has got playing Tricks with the 
Strings. 

Morceſter. Hey Day! Here are half the Puppets comꝭ 
on with new Motions and new Faces. 


Punch behind the Scenes. 
Now, Sirs, you ſhall ſee what you ſhall ſee. —— 


Obſerve that Puppet, that ſtorms and raves, and calls 


Names :—With this little Touch he is dumb.—D'ye 
ſee him that ſtands by the Scene and won't come on.— 
Preſto— diſpatch this Embaſſador to him: He takes 
him by the Hand, and he is in Action immediately.— 
What's that Fellow talking of War ? — Here, Sir, 
— ry little String, and he turns about: Now 


Puppet ſqueaks,—Negociations, if honourable, and 
Treaties of N-—tr—y may ſometimes be allow'd. 

Mafter. But Punch, dat vas you dat did ſqueak de 
Negociation. 

Puppet. But that is not ſeen by any body but you ; 
and therefore in the playing this whole Scene, the Joke 
lies in making.them ſqueak my Words in their own 
Voices. 

Maſter. Ver good Shoke / 

Punch. But you ſhall ſee a better between me and 
two or three Puppets. 

[ Goes and confers with Puppets at the 

2 | Side of the Stage. 

Maſter. Oh ! doſe be mine Tr—ſ==ry Puppets ——; 
Vell, and vare be de $hoke in giving dem Pieces of 
Sticks ? 

Punch. Why truly that may be no Joke to You, but 
its a very good one to me: That very Joke is worth 


fifty Thouſand Pounds. 
be Maſter 


- 4 Scoundrel w_ bad for 4 Father. 
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Hager. I can't find it out. 
Punch. Oh! That may be; but I have made Many 
ſuch a Joke without your finding it out.— Now, Maſter, 
Da ſhall make a Foke, and that will crown the whole 
Farce. SON 

Mafter, Ha! ha! ha! Me make Joke, Punch? 
Ha ! ha! ha! 


Punch. [Leading up three Puppets.) You ſhall ſee—. 


Here is my old Friend Vill and his Vie; and here is 
your old Friend Punch and his Daughter. 

Maſter. And vat den? 

Punch. Pull that Maſter- String and try. 

Maſter. Ha! ha! ha! Good Shoke indeed 
Punch and Will turn to juſt as Lords, and dere Vie and 
Shild juſt as Ladies :—Ha! ha! How dey ſtrut, and de 
young Wench and de old Womans flaunt it. a 

Punch. Polly, my Dear, you muſt now remember 
your Rank. 

Puppet Pol. I warrant you, Papa. 


S O N G. 


Miſs Polly, A Lady of Qual, 
PII flaunt in the Mall, 
While "tis ſaid as I trip it along: 
With no Title Mit 
A New Lady is 0 
Old Lords and their Ladies among. 


The People of R 

Blame Papa's falſe Step, 
In enobling the Wench of his Wh; 
All his Power muft own, 

For in this he has done | 
I hat avas done by no Subject befor 


Punch, O Pol ! ould a Duke 
Thy Lineage rebuke, 79 
On his own bid him ponder well rather ; 
1f true what Fame's told 
Some Nobles—/ old — 


Ppet 
% 
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uppet Will's Wife: O Polly, ay Dear, 
8 The Titles we'll bear 


Your Papa and my Spouſe have | got 14, : | 


The Honours we Claim, 
Tho' their Loſs of Fame, 
Or them lies the cenſure, and not us. 
[Punch aſſembles all the Puppets round him. 
Punch. Ye Patriots of late, 
Now Courtiers /o great, 
Of my Places you he my Re SIGNATION ; 
Now Courtiers, true Blue, | 
Play Your Parts to Cue, 
What a Farce ill ye ſbeau to the Nation ! 


Grand CHORUS. 


All Gourtiers true Blue, 
We'll play to your Cue, 
Aud à Farce aue will rew to the Nation. 
Curtain Drops : Enter before it : 
MasTER and PUNCH. 
Maſter. Vell, dis end vid very good Shoke ; but vat 
you come now for ? | | 
Punch. O! Sir, always an Epilogue to ſo grand a 
Performance is expected, and I am come to ipeak it 
* 


in form. | 
EPILOGUE. 

Good People all, ſtrange Things we do 
In this our bhurleſgue Puppet-Show : 
But ſtrange as they ar to you, 
— ef es Main they're true, 
Some Criticks f deep Penetration, 
May damn our mimic Reſignation, 
« And ſay that aur Cataſtrophe 
Does not with Puppet Rules agree: 
& Vengean e, for Punch's Grimes Sou d catch him, 
« And at the laſt the Devil Fetch him. 
Me have not brought this Scene to View, 

But yet the: Devil. may have his Due. 


A Pe. 
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Humbly inſcrib'd to Him who may moſt 
properly be call'd an Original. 


Taken from the WESTMINSEER JOURNAL of 
Saturday, October 16, 1742. 


Ab avaritid & mals ambitione laborat. Hor. Sat. 


Ones 
Vicini oderunt noti, pueri atque puella 
Miraris ? — — Tbid. 


Heu] patiar telis vnlrera fucta meit. Ovid, 
| BEE: there a Man for no one Merit fam'd, a 
1 


— — — 


For ev'ry Vice and ev'ry Weakneſs blam'd, 
thout Contempt and Cenſure never nam'd: 
Whom none eſteem, love. like, or will defend; 

Without a Follower, Advocate, or Friend: 
Who never is ſincere, yet can't deceive, 

As none his branded Word or Vows believe: 
Who by long Uſe has brought his ſpungy Eye, 
Like blub'ring Women, when he liſts, to cry, 
The certain Mark he's telling you a Lie: 

Who foolifhly believing all Mankmd, 

Becauſe on ſome he had impos'd were blind ; 
Has ſhewn the World, by ftretching the Deceit, 
He's both a private and a publick Cheat ; 
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Heading the Statute to avoid a Debt, 
The ſtricteſt Promiſe feigning to forget; 3 
And by a Friend entruſted to their Coſt, 
Pretending Deeds which he had hid were loſt : 
Who like a verbal Rebel to the State, 
Teaching the Mob all Government to hate, 
At once became an Advocate for Pow'r, _ 
Stooping from thoſe he'd injured to implore : 
Favours which never to accept he ſwore : 
Till hoping, by his coarſe tranſparent Arts, 
'To reign at Court, and in the People's Hearts : 
By one rewarded, and the other priz'd 
He is by Both deteſted and deſpis'd, 


For che Performance of his Perjuries dun'd; 

And now by Men of all Denominations ſun' d: 
Hankind convinc'd that in his Height of Fame, 
Fraud was his Practice, Intereſt all his Aim: 

His ev'ry Art and ev'ry Thought apply'd 

To feed his Avarice, and ſwell his ride. 

Thus his ſhort Dream of worldly Grandeur o'er, 
Deſpoil'd of Reputation, ſtript of Pow'r, 

In an apts Colony he's plac' d,. 

To drudge for thoſe by whom he's thus diſprac'd 3 
And, with an Alias to his alter d Name, 

Like pillory'd Forgers, only rais'd to Shame. 


With the Reproaches of all Parties ſtun'd ; | | 


The Name at Bottom none can want to view 
For tho there's one ſuch Man, there can't be two. 


If of this Pidture all- the Lines are true, > 
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Taken from the Weſtminſter Journal of : 
Saturday, October 30, 1742. 


— ——-dũai— ne mer 
From my Lodgings, Spring- Gardens. 


Veluti in Speculum. | 
| Motto to Covent-Garden Theatre. 


a. Simillima Veris. 


Ro the moſt trifling Occyrrences in Hu- 
8 man Life, to a Man of Philoſophy and 
b 2 Speculation, ſomething uſeful may occur . 
My Readers may ſmile, that after fo grave 
an Apothegm, I ſhould illuſtrate it by ſo odd. 
an Occurrence as ſending the Maid of the Houſe where 
J lodge for a Quartern of Butter for my Breakfaſt : But 
ſo it bappen'd, ſhe brought the Butter wrap'd up in 
ſome written Paper, and laid it on the Table by me. — 
The Ladies and pretty Fellows will laugh at the Inele- 
nce of my Equipage 3 but for an Author, and a 
Philoſopher too, it is well enough. After I had break- 
faſted, I took up the Paper and perus'd it ; for it is my 
Humour to read all thoſe detach'd Parts of Learnin 
which come from the Chandler's or Paftry-Cooks ; an 
I cannot but ſay I have receiv'd great Emolument 
from under a Mutton-Pye, and been highly pleaſed 
with ſome Strokes of Humour which my Sugar or 
Butter have afforded me. It was ſo now: From that 
Fragment of grealy Paper the Public owe the Amuſe- 
ment of this Day : For when I found it a Manuſcript 
Dramatic Performance of a very odd Caſt, I call'd u 
the Maid, and aſk d her if the Chandler-Woman had 
any more of that Sort of Paper, and if ſhe had L 
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and that I had ſometimes ſent her for ſome old Books 
that were tearing up, ran away for it directly, and 
brought a whole Bundle of Papers, which the Chandler | 
faid were a Gentleman's, who had lodg'd in her Garret, ö 
and was lately dead. The Weight was told, the Pur- 
chaſe-Money was paid, and down I fat to rummaging 
them. I found a Poetical Cargo: One Bundle was 
mark'd, An Heroic Poem; another was a New Miſcet- 
lany. But that which had been open'd (and which 
more than Gothic Ignorance had invaded) was the Dra- 
matic Piece from which my Fragment was taken. 
However 1 apply'd myſelf to collating my MS, and 
after much Labour, except a few Hiatus's (walde de- 
fiend: ) J have reſtored it pretty near its genuine Reading. 


De PorrtTticar REHEARSAL. | 
Harlequin Le Grand: or, The Tricks of 


Pierrot Le Primier. 


| WITH 
e Adventures and Humours of PuxchNEILO, Sca- © |1- 

" RAMOUCH1, MEzZETINo, and Variety of other Per- | 

* Jonages.. | 
The Dramatis Perſonz was ſomewhat imperfect, 


yet, after much Labour I was ſucceſsful enough to 
make out the following Names. 


Nr Bays, Lord Courily, Mr Docunrigbr. | 


M & v. Patriot Pen-fheep, 
Harlequin Le Grand, | Patriot Sir Wat. 
Pierrot Le Primier, | : | 1 4 
Punchinello il Patriota Furioſo, Wo uE M. 
Scaramoucht il Fiſcario, Madam Jean, 
Pantaloon il Secretario, Miſs Polly, a C—t-ſs, 
Mexzotin il Theſaurario, | Columbine, a C—t--fs. 
Patriot Hind cott, 


With a Chorus of Patriots, Tory roræans, Grumbla- 
Tonians, c. and a Grand Chorus of Courtiers. 
The Scen Here an Hiatus.) e 
-- -Tins, in the Seventeenth Century, ACT 


N 
be 8 
| SCENE I. A Stage. 


Bays, Lord CourTLY, DoWVAIohr. 


Bays. HIS, my Lord, is a particular Favour. 
Authors have not now a-days ſuch Marks 

] of Diſtinction paid them. - [3 $244. 4 y 

| Ld Courtly. As you ſaid your Piece had Novelty, I 
>| © had a Mind to anticipate my public Pleaſure, by ſeeing 
it rehears'd, and have took the Liberty to bring this 
Gentleman along with me : He is now a mere Country 
Gentleman, but was formerly a great Man among your 
| Wits at Button's, I aſſure ye. 
| Bays. This, my Lord, enhances the Favour you be- 

{ ſtow, for I hope the Gentleman will give his Opinion 

of my Piece, that I may corre& any Errors which 

may occur. 
Downright. Really, Sir, I never was a Critic, and 
| much leſs thall ſet up for one now, when J am an en- 
- = tire Stranger to the prevailing Tafte of the Town. 

| Bays. O Sir! the Taſte of the Town is all Satire, 

| keen Satire, that ſtings, and cuts, and ſets the People 
in a Roar. Now, Sir, mine is a Satirical Political 
Farce. f 

| Doxwn. But we apprehend in the Country that 
Act of Parliament mad laid an Embargo = all Kern 
| Kind of Wit ; and that-you no more dar'd to laugh at 
Politics on the Stage, than at Religion. 

Ld Courtly. If you are at Politics, Friend Bays, you 
ftand but a bad Chance. If you would pleaſe the Peo- 
ple, you muſt be ſevere on us Courtiers; which if you 
do, your Farce will never be /icens'd. 

- Down. My Lord, I think that very hard: Why 
ſhould your Characters become ſacred, and thoſe of 
the Reſt of Mankind be open to Satire and Ridicule. 
A cheating Gitizen, a Booby Gountry Squire, a ſharping 
Gameſter, may be laſh'd as much as the Poet can; but 
are They Characters more deſerving Satire and Ridicule, 


232 | 
Sh a beg fes / , 2 Plundering Miniſter, or a tris- 
ming Patriot? 
ays. Lookye, Sirs, licens'd or licens'd not, the - 
Farce is wrote. I would not leave out a Character for 
a thouſand Pounds. I don't know what Inuendoes ſome 
People may put on very harmleſs Things, nor what 
Applications others may make: But 
Qui Capit Ille facit. 

I am ſure I have done all I can to avoid giving Offence, 
and choſe a ſet of Characters from the Opera Comigue 
of the French, and wrote the Scenes in their Manner; 
ſo that, for what I know, What is ſaid on this Stage, 
* as well have been ſaid at Paris. 

Curily. Well, Mi Bays, make no more Apology, 
but as the Actors ſeem to be ready, let the Rehearſal 


Bays. Gentlemen and Ladies in the Green-Room, 
are ye all ready ? _ 
Enter HLarLEQUIN, 

Harl. Monſieur, it be impoſſible to act mine Part. 

| Bays.” What's the Matter Monfieur Le Grand ? 

Harl. Why dere be not one Ha: as one Quarter big 
enough for me. 

Bays. Where's that Hat you rehears'd in before. 

Harl O Monſieur ! in de practiſing de X:cking Scene 
I entirely demoliſh it: To play mine Part with any 
Spirit, I muſt have a new Hat __y Day, or twill 
never do. 

Ld Guriiy. Pray, Mr Bays, is it neceſſary that your 
Hero Harlequin ſhould have ſuch a large Hat, and a new 
one ſo often. 
 _ Bays. My Lord, you muſt leave all the Jeu de Thea- 

tre to us Authors. Many trifling Things to your Ap- 
pearance, are important Points to us; and a large Hat 
is as neceſſary for my Hero, as a large Plume of Fea- 
thers to another: Nay, che Whole Wit and Humour of 
one of my principal Scenes lies i in the Action of the 


Hat. — ou will ſee if j ou have Patience. Well, 
Monſcur, ſtep to the Wardrobe-Keeper, and take Piſtol's 


' Hark. 


Hat; that will do for a Rehearſal. 
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Harl. Hah ! ver vell tought of Monſieur. -[ Exiz- 
Bays. But we need not ſtand ſtill; we may have the 

Prologue, if you'pleaſe. 

Down. O ! by all Means. 
Bays. Come then, Mr Trimmer, will you enter and 
ſpeak the Prologue, in the Character of Pancb. 


Enter PUNCHINELLO. 


You muſt know that this Prologue lays open the whole 
Affair in a plain, eaſy, familiar Manner. — Remember, 
Mr Trimmer, the Waddle down the Stage; it will 
mark your Character the ſtronger. | 

[Punch goes to the Back-Scene, and waddles down 
the Stage. ] 


Punch. Ye Sons of Britain, have you ever ſeen 
Children on Twelfth- Day draw for King and Queen? 
Though Courtly Titles in the Lift they put, 
Yet with them mix the Knave, the Fool, the Slut; 
And, to fill up with Laugh. the mimic Scene, 
Miſs calls the Maids, and Maſter calls the Men. 
Then as the happy Lot kind Fortune brings, 
Queens 1 from Cookmaids, and from Footmen, 

. Kings. | 

In jeftful Short that Night they act the Great, 4 

And pleaſe their Maſters with their aukward State, - 
So our odd Poet an odd Group hath brought, 

M here in low Characters high Things are wrote : 
Of Kings and Stateſmen doing this and that, 
And couching Myſteries beneath a Hat. 

Gay Harlequin a//umes Majeſtic Airs; 
The modetn Patriot in grave Punch appears; 
And Pierrot, ever blund ring on the Stage, 
Here is, of State, a Miniſter mof? ſage. 
Something and Somebody we repreſent, 
But You're to find out who and what is meant. 

| | Exit Punch. 


Down. But, Mr Bays, Punch has left us in the Dark, 
with his Something and Somebody, if that We are to 
find out 9700 is avho, and what is what. * 
; Bays. 


N 
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| Bays, Ay to be ſure, Sir, you are: You endet 
have the — 85 Plot in the Prologue ? "Tis enough that 
he tells you Harlequin is to put on majeſtic Airs, and that 
himſelf is a Patriot and Pierrot a Primier ; which hints 
all the Characters are great Perſonages a/ Maſcarado. 

Ld Courtly. You muſt then interpret a little, or your 
Novelty will have but little Effect. 

Bays. Never fear, never fear. Come, enter Har- 
leguin and Pierrot the Primier. 

Enter HARLEQUIN and PiERROT. 
Harl. Pierrot, vat ſay de Vorld of Harlequin Le 
Grand? 

Pier. Ah! Great Sir, had your Slave Pierrot been ſo 
happy, ſo wiſe, to have had ſo incomparable a Character 
as Servant, as you as Maſter, I ſhould not be compell'd 
to leave ſo illuſtrious a Service. 

Harl. Ah! good Pierrot, you be mine faithful Ser- 
vant.— gut vat ſay de Vorld for my turning you a- 
way ? 

. That J am ſtill in your Graces in private, and 
that in public you had not got a better in my Room. 

Harl. Morblieu! did dey not ſay before you vas damn 
plundering blundering Rogue, and ought to be * 

Pier. Ves; and what did I tell your Grandbip? T at 
they all wanted ſomething or other ; and hitherto you 
have found it true. Now bas | is Secretario, he 
finds enough to do to mind his Office; Mezotin id 
Theſaurario has all he wants ; Scaramouchi il Fiſcario 
is very well contented at the Importance he thinks 
| himfelf of. 

Harl. But den dere be dat choleric Blade, Don Fu- 
rioſo Punchinellu, he vill raiſe all de Country a 
Pa. vat you call 'em ? — 

Pier. Patriots. 

Harl. Ay, ay, doſe Patriots vill make de great Stirs 
and Buſtles: But you ſhall come behind mine Screen, 
Maſter Pierrot. 

Pier. Ah! generous Harlequin Le Grand, that is my 
laſt Aſylum: But I know a Way to * Auncy: — 
By 1 Leave Pl make him — 1 


n 
Harl. Vat vill you make him, ven he vill be nating? 
Pier. Make him? Why make him a Lord, and that 
will be making him Nothing. 
IA Courtly. That is a low Pun, Mr Bays. 

Bays. But, my Lord, it is a very great Truth, for 
all thar. Go on. | 

Harl. Vat! Maſter Punch turn my Lord Punch ! But 
I make noting but Lords ; dis Lord, dat Lord, t'other. 
Lord ; you Lord, he Lord, every Body Lords : Be- 
fides make Ladies upon Ladies. I make much Noble, 
much Noblaſſe make much Penſions, much Penſions much 
leſs Monies. 

Pier. No; I can put you in a Way to remedy that: 
The more Perfions you give, you have the more Votes; 
the more Votes, the more Taxes; more Taxes, more 
Money to You, and more—Burthens on the People : But 
then he muſt be a pitiful Fellow of a Miniſter, that 
dares not raiſe Money as faſt as He and his Maſter want tt. 

Harl. Me not have doſe peeteful Fellows. Vell, you 
deſire Maſter Punchinello be made Lord Punch. Vill 


dat do? 
Pier. Excellently ! Shall I acquaint him with it ? 


Harl. If you will : Now I will ſend for Pantaloow 


and Scaramouch, to confer upon a grand Deſign me 
have in mine Head. [ Exeunt ſeparately. 
Bays. And ſo 1 end this Scene, and raiſe the Atten- 
tion with a grand Deſign hinted at. Now the 
Scene changes to Punchinello's Houſe. 

Come, enter Punch in a Paſſion, with a ſet of Patriots 
at his Heels. | 
Enter Puxncu and PATRIOTS. 

Down. But, Mr Bays, what are you doing ? I hope 
yo don't intend any Reflection on the Country Intereft, 
IA Courtly. Egad, Bays, if you have, I'll take a 

Dozen Box Tickets extraordinary. 

. Bays. Gentlemen, I intend nothing but to give a 
Repreſentation of a certain Affair, which has more 
Truth in it than Vit; for there muſt be plain Narra- 
tives in Dramatic Pieces, as well as Hiſtory. This 
Scene is a Multum in Parvo. I, like Shateſpear, Kare 

criti 
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critical Rules. In leſs than rwenty Minutes you mall 
ſee all the Buſineſs of twenty Nars. 
Ia Courtly. Your Patriots are differently habited : 
Some ſeem Tragedians, and others Comedians. Pray 
why ſo, Mr Bays ? | 
Bays. Emblem, my Lord, Emblem !——Why, you 
+ muſt know, thoſe in the tragic Habits and high Buſkins, 
talking to Punch on his Left Hand, are ſuch Genius's 
as are turn'd to the Sublime, and are for acting ſerious 
Parts; who expect Events moſt ſtrange, and Cataſtrophes 
moſt incredible. In the Drama, my Lord, they are 
called the TOoRT-RORÆ axns.—— Now that comic Band 
on the Right of Punch are a ſet of odd Dogs, who 
can play ow Characters exceeding well: They are, in 
Fact, Punch's Merry- Andrews, and will act the Farce 
call'd the Bambooxle, or, Ye are all bit, with any 
Company that ever came on the Stage. | 
Doron. But what makes your Hero ſo earneſt with 
his Tory-Roreans, while the Right-hand Men are on 
the full Titter. 
Bay. See, they advance; you will hear. 
1/t Patriot. Pierrot ſhall be no more: With him 
ſhall end | 
Fell Diſcord and Diſtinction's baleful Name: 
No Screen, and the Broad-bottom, is the Word. 
Or —— | 
Punch. Surely, Mr Hind-cott, you may rely on me. 
You know my Temper, Farmer Pen ſbeep: You may 
believe me n and honeſt as the Heart you 
yourſelf wear. : 
Pen: pep. Lookye, Maſter Punch, J have known thee 
many and many a Year: I remember ſome odd Pranks of 
yours; but what's done is done and over. I'm not a Man 
of many high-flown Words now; thof I have in my. 
Time talk'd as big as any in the Pariſh ; but all I now 
fay is, The Proof of the Pudding lies in the Eating. 
|  Doxvn. That old Performer looks as much or rather 
more like a Hero than any of them; but his Stile is 
not upon the heroic. | 
Bays.” But then there is Matter in it, Sir, — 
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There is more Sublimity in that Simplicity than you 
imagine: But don't interrupt. 
Punch. Gentlemen all, for to you All I ſpeak, 
Have ye not kflown my Enmity to Pierrot 
For twice ten rolling Years : Have ye not heard, 
From my prophetic Tongue, ten thouſand Curſes 
Pour'd vengeful down on his devoted Head ? 
Who hath rav'd more againſt him, — than hath Punch? 
Who ſet his Deeds in ſtronger Light—than Punch? 
Who hath talk'd more, done more, fought more—than 
Punch ? "wink, 
Ye Gods ! and ſhall it now remain a Doubt ! 
That 
24 Pat. Holt, holt pour Paſſions and your Pickerings 
—— | 
Pe Cot hur plieve hur pe a coot right Soul: 
Put, py her Knighthood, if thou Faye the Rogue, 
Thou pe'ſt the moſt confoundet Rogue of all. 
A Caitiff vile and baſe. As Cot fave War. 
3a Pat. Brother, we believe you ſtaunch ——Ns 
Place. Remember. 
Punch. No Place, —no Penſion ;—nothing e' er ſhall 
bribe me. 
Omnes Pat. A Patriot a Briton! a Briton! a 
Patriot. | 3 
1/t Pat. Remember A Broad. bottom and no Screen. 
Punch. Tis Well. 
Exeunt the Tory-roræan Patriots calling out, No 
Screen ! no Screen ! a Broad-botrom ! a Broad-bottum 
Punch and the others. Ho! ho! ho! ho! | 
[Go off the other Way laughing. 
Down. Pray, Mr Bays, what made your comic Pa- 
triots ſeem very merry. 
Bays. To hear their grave Brethren the Tragedians 
ſuch Fools to believe one Word Punch ſaid. —— Theſe 
are his Zanies:— They are in the Secret. 
Down. Oh ! are they ſo? Crave your Mercy, Sir. 
Ld Courtly. But pray, Mr Bays, are you fo loſt in 
Politics that you have no Women in your Drama? 
_ Bays, Ha! ha! ba! W Sir; not ſuch an I- 
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noramus in Politics as that comes to. Why Women are 
the Soul of Politics: They are the Primum Mobile ; — 
A Prime Miniſter has not a better Engine to work upon 
than a Woman, —it he knows how to uſe her rightly. 

Ves, my Lord, I have Women; and the next 
Scene is between two illuſtrious Ladies.—Come, enter 
Punch's Wife Joan, alias Madam Joanilla Punchinello, 
and Miſs Molly, alias the Right Honourable the Coun- 
teſs of —What-d"ye-call-it. 
; Enter Player. 

Player. Sir, Miſs Polly deſires to be excus'd a Quar- 
ter 00 Hour: The Wardrobe-keeper is not come; 
and ſhe cannot, according to Character, even rehearſe 
without one of the Counteſs's Robes and Coronets we 
uſe in the Coronation of Auna Bullen. 

Bays. Very well. —Theſe Punctilios muſt be comply'd 
with, Gentlemen. The Girl is mighty fond & her 
Part, and would not appear aukward in the Para- 
phanalia of a Counteſs, when ſhe appears in public. 
In the mean Time we'll ſtep into the Green-Room. 

I Courtly, Ay, ay. I find your mimic Ladies have 
as much Pride as real ones. | 

_ Bays. Why, they are Women as well as They ; and 
Pride is the predominant Paſſion of the Sex.——Hah ! 
well thought on: Not to carry you off the Stage ab- 
ſurdly, take the following Lines on that Subject, which 
I wrote for a Play of mine: For, as my Act muſt now 
end here, it ſhall, according to modern Cuſtom, be 
tagg' d with ſome Rhimes, and which are a proper In- 


troduction to my next. 


Pride rules the Sow'reign o er the Female Heart; 

Moves ew ry Paſſion, difates ev'ry Art: 

By that inſpir*d they Love, by that they Dreſs ; 

And various Forms its various Pow'r confeſs. 

One proud of Beauty, one of Singing well ; 

This would in Dancing, that in Wit excel. 

- This Univerſal Paſſion All controuls : 

dndulge their Pride, and you will win their Souls. 

The End of the Firſt . 
f 1 W TUE 
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Enter Ba vs, Lord CourTLy, DownricurT. 


Bays. 


£69 O'U know, Gentlemen, what I ſaid on 
& the Pride of Women : 


This univerſal Paſſion all controuls, 
Indulge their Pride, and you wwill win 
their Souls, 


On that Maxim the whole Political Syſtem of my 
Piece depends. | + A 

Ld Court. Come then, Mr Bays, let us ſee this Scene 
of Humour between your Ladies; ſurely they are 
ready by this Time. | | 

Bays. Ladies, are ye ready ? Take Care to be at the 
oppoſite Side of the Stage to one another? 

Polly. Yes, Sir. *© n 

Bays. Very well. Now, my Lord, this Scene, in 
the Repreſentat ion, is a View of an A/embly, and the 
Stage ſhould be fill'd with Gentlemen and Ladies; but as 
all our Scenemen and Ca ndle-ſnu fers are at the Alehouſe, 
and our Stock Maids of Honour and Ladies of the Bed- 
chamber are waſhing the Drefling-Rooms, or refreſhing 
Th. a 92 themſelves 
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themſelves at the,Gi»/op, you muſt /uppa/e the Thing, 
and that Madam Joan and Miſs Polly meet acciden- 
tally at this public Place. h 
; Naar We will /uppo/e every Thing, Mr Bays, to 
ſupport the Dignity of your Scenery. 

Bays. Come, enter Ladies, juſt in the Manner I 
taught you Yeſterday. f 


Enter Madam Joan, and Miſs Polly drcſs'd as a 
Counteſs : They croſs the Stage, and paſs by one a- 
nother, each ſewing all the Airs of Scorn and 
Contempt 3 duriag avhich Bays ſpeaks. 


Bays V ery well, Madam Joan. Excellently Miſs 
Polli. A little more Airs, my Dear: — Give your- 
ſelves a little more Airs,——You- cannot overplay this 
Scene. 6G 
Down, Over-play it! Why, I don't ſee what they 
are about, but flaunting at one another as two Rival 


Wenches would do, who never ſaw one another be- 


fore. 
Bays. The Thing, Sir! — Ha! ha! ha N. 


Wenches ! Why, did you never hear of the'R:ival 
veens © — Your Statira and Roxana give themſelves 
much ſuch Airs at their firſt Interview. 

Ld Court. But then they ſpeak. 

Bays. And fo ſhall theſe, if you will . but have Pa- 
tience, my Lord. —What a Plague an Author has with 
theſe Perſons of Quality ! [ Afede. 

[ After a long Pauſe. }] a 

Miſs Pol. Pray, Madam, would you ſpeak to me ? 
You ſeem as if you would. 

Madam Joan. Since you have given me an Oppor- 
tunity, I muſt tell you the Airs you give yourſelf a- 
mong Perſons of Quality and Diſtinction don't become 
you: Tho' your Papa's Power might have encourag'd 
you to this; yet, my Dear, as that is at an End, it 
would be more decent in you to put on a more humble 
Appearance, ſuitable to his Circumſtances. 

Miſs Pol. Ha! ha! ha! Madam, your good Man 


has, for once, dar'd to keep you out of t —_— 
y 


> 
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My Papa's Power, inſtead of being on the Vain, can 
ſtill do any Thing, as Signior Punchinello knows full 
well. My Papa, Madam, has made himſelf a Lord. 

Madam Joan. And you a Lady. ; 

Mziſs Pol. Nay, more than that: He has, without 
making me a Lady, entitled me to take Rank of La- 
dies. Therefore, Madam, I hope it will not give you 
the leaſt Pain, if, for the future, Madam, in all pub- 
lic Places where I and you ſhall meet, I take Advan- 
tage of the Rank I bear. 

Madam Joan. Inſulting Minx ! But I'll be even with 
her. If Punch, with all his Patriotiſm about him, has 
not Power and Spirit enough to make Me a Lady as 
well as She is—T'll—P'll fay he is a more pitiful Fellow 
of a P—tr—t, than Pierrot of a M—ft—r. [| Afide. 

Miſs Pol. I am ſorry, Madam, I flung you into fo 

deep a Meditation : But you cannot envy my Honours, 
as they are more peculiarly adapted to a Court : You, 
Madam, who are in the Country Intereſt, muſt have 
more Satisfaction in a private Retirement, among your 
honeſt Neighbours, than in all the Splendor of Title, 
and Eguipage of a Court. 
Madam Haan. Miſs, you are drawing Conſequences, 
without ſufficiently knowing the World. Tho' a Lady 
has not been at Court for twenty Nears, ſhe will not 
have the leſs Taſte for it, on her Return to it. 

Mzi/s Pol. O dear, Madam! I beg your Pardon: I 
remember a Song which might have taught me better. 


S O N. 


From a Court Dorinda flies, 
With her Huſband in a Rage: 

In the Country both grow wiſe, 
And condemn the modern Age. 


He. happy, happy Grove ! 
e in gloomy Temper fings : 
He cries, Far from Me remove 


Alt the Farce of State and Kings. 
D 3. 


But Shou d Meſſage come to Spouſe 
(Who hates Courtiers) to reſort 
Duickly to dt $'s-Houſe, 
And accept a Place at Court: 


Sir and Madam !— Nymph and Sæuain 
Now mo more; with one Accord 

Haſte to London; change their Strain © 
She a Lady, He a Lord. 


Thus of my Papa you fill + = 
Find the Truth in þriv'ry's Vice: 

All are to be brib'd: The Ski// 
1s to find, then give the Price. 


Which Maxim, Madam, I leave you to contemplate 
on. Ha! ha! ha! | [ Ext. 

Madam Joan. As I live the Wench is in the Right 
of it. What the Deuce is my Huſband about ?—Well, 
for all his ſtorming and ſtorming that he will accept of 
Nothing, if he don't accept a P—rage, and make me 
a Lady, I'll go to forming too; — and he knows what 
a Storm I can raile, if I have a Mind for it. What 
ſhall I be a mere Country. Gentlewoman, when that 
pert Creature is flaunting as a Lady through the whole 
Beau Monde? Forbid it Gods! 


Let me wander not unſeen. 
Zet me wander not unknown 


"Through all the Splendor of the Town 1 
At the Court my Airs diſplay ;- | 
For my Lady there,—<lear the Way. — 
And at the Opera to hear, a 
And the Play, —-My Lady's Chair! 
Aud every Gaiman s Tongue aloud, 
Hollows my Title to the Croud. 
And every Chairman's, c. 


Oh! theſe, theſe are Charms ten Times beyond the 
nonſenſical Title of Patriotiſm ; and I will enjoy them, 
or L' know why. + Pres 
[Exit finging, And every Chairman's, &c., 
| Bays. 


— — —— 


IF To gain your Glory you muſt drain your Pence, 
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Bays ſings. 4nd every Chairman's Tongue aloud, 
$92 Hollows my Title to the Croud. 
Faith, I think I have carried her off with a great Deal 
of Spirit and Reaſon too. 

Down. But you pay a ſcurvy Compliment to the 
Ladies, Mr Bays, to hint they have not . Honour and 
Spirit enough to value their Huſband's Reputation 
above an empty Title. 


Bays. No, Sir; it is no Satire on the Ladies, if 


any ſuch there be : The Satire falls on the Huſband. 


Ld Court. There, Mr Bays, I think you are right. 
hut pray where is Harlequin : We have not ſeen 
him fince the firſt Scene. 

Bays. Bleſs me ! you are ſo impatient that you will 
not ſuffer the Buſineſs of the Drama to riſe gradually. 
Don't you remembef that he was to go to f Any vl 
Scaramouch, and Mezotin to confer about a grand De- 
fign ? and do you think a grand Deſign can be conferr'd 


on the next Moment? 


Down. Pray, Mr Bays, is not that Harlequin at 
yonder Side-ſcene ? 

Bays. Yes, Sir ; and you will ſee him enter, if you 
have Patience. Come, Gentlemen, go on with the 
Rehearſal. | 


Enter HARLEQUIN, SCARAMOUCH, PanTaALooN, 
and MEzoTIN. 


Ld Court. Your Hero ſeems very oddly accoutred in 
thoſe Jack-Boots, and Hat and Feather. 
_ Bays. Not ſo oddly, when you hear the Reaſon. 
2 Go! Yes, me vill go: Mine Honour ſays — 
o, go. 
Pantal. But then your Safety, Sir, cries No, no, 19, 
Harl. Vat be mine Safety, when | lay before ye, 
In making Campaigns how great be de Glory? 
. Bays. There, it's out, Sirs: Now you know why 


he is Fack-booted. —A Horſe-Officer, or fo, Sir. 


. Seearam. But ah! Think, Monſieur, of the great 
Expence : 


Earl. 


, 


Pull off dis Boot; 


If 1 can't kick road, I'll kick at Home. 
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Harl. Vat Fellow peeteful ſuch Excuſe offers 
I'll draw mine Purſe: ſtrings, and I'll drain mine Coffers. 
Mexot. Alack ! your Coffers are in a fad Plight, 
Pierrot has hardly in them left a Doit. 
Harl. Fill em again den. $A | 
| Scaram. But ah ! how and where ? 
Harl. Vat's dat to me, —ſo dat dey filled are? | 
Pant. Ah! Sir, pull off your Boots; aſſuage your Ire: | 
This Winter nurſe you by a good Coal Fire. av 
Harl. Vat! 4 mine Boots off when ſo far I've gone? | 
hut why de Diable did I put em on, 
Of all mine Enemy to kick de A— ? 
And ſhall mine Project turn into a Farce? 
Pant. Your Conduct from late Politics you borrow : 
To-day you know not what you'll do To-morrow. 
Harl. Here, Scaramouch, fince ye all make dis Pother, 
you, Pantaloon, de oder. 

[They pull off his Boots. 
Vell, now, Sirs, you of Fiſh have made fine Kettle ; 
For I, begar, vill not bate of mine Mettle : 401 

[Pulls off his Hat in a Paſſion. 
And ſoon or late it ſhall he found by ſeme, 
| [ Flings it down. 


[ Kicks it round the Stage, and then quite off, 
and follows.) 


Bays repeats. — 1t all be found by Some, 
can't kick Abroad, —D I] kick at Home. 


There are Heroics, your Sublime, and all that. — l 
Now, my „you ſee the Neceſſity for Harleguin's 4 
grand Chapeax. | 
Down. But could he not more heroically have ven- 
ted his Ire and Indignation on ſome nobler Object? 
Bays. Ves, Sir: But in deſcribing the Paſſions we 
muſt always make them riſe gradually: Tho' he begins 
with a Hat, he may end with a L—d, a P-—y 
C——], or a——1T don't know what myſelf. — But 
Pray let the Scene go on. Signior Scaramouchi, and 
the Reſt of you, on Harleguin's going off in — a 
; * on, 
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paſſion, you mould all look at one another in a Surprize, 


as if you were all half terrify'd.——Ay, thoſe Phizzes 


will do. 
Pent. And dwells ſuch mighty Wrath in little Men ? 
Scaram. I have heard much of theſe -Humours: But 
what ſhall we do with him ? 
Mezot. Here comes Pierrot; he ſhall adviſe us. 


Enter PIERROT. 


Pier. So, old and new Friends, you are in deep Conſul- 
tation : You find now there is ſome Plague in being at 
the Head of Affairs. I wiſh you much Joy. Ha! ha! ha! 

Pant. You are merry. | 

Pierrot. I have Reaſon to be ſo. I have juſt left 
Punch, and ſettled every Point with him : I had much 
ado to bring every thing to bear: He ſtood off a good 
while, and I offer'd every Thing in vain, when in @ 
lucky Moment, in came Madam Joan, and flaunted, 
becauſe my Polly has had ſome Honours conferr'd on 
Her. I took the Hint, and immediately offer'd to 
make her a Lady, if her Spouſe would come into my 
Terms. Come into them, cry'd ſhe. Yes He all, TII 
never let him reſt: Tl worry that Spirit Patriotiſm out 
of him : Tl neither let him Day nor Night, nor Morning 
nor Evening, nor Hold, hold, anſwers He, you 
need not be in a Paſſion; I conſent—Pzerrot your Hand, 
I am yours again. Well, Madam, then anſwers I, 
you have nothing to do but chuſe what Title you like, 
and your Ladyſhip ſhall have it. — Away ſhe went di- 
rectly to conſult with-a Herald ; He to a Patriot Club, 
and I to ſee how Things went on Here. | 

Scaram. Why, Pierrot, we are in an odd Way: 
Monſieur Harlequin is in great Wrath: What muſt we 
do? He has kick'd his Hat, and threatens to kick 
Somebody, 

Pierrot. And what then? Ha! ha! ha! Why, Sir, 
ſuppoſe he kicks you. | 

Scaram. Kick me / | 

Pierrot. Yes, Sir, if he has a Mind to it, you muſt 
ſtand a Kicking, or you will be no Favourite with Him: 

| Why, 
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Why, Sir, he has kick'd me a thouſand times. What 
then? My Back was broad enough to bear it. After 
that Humour is over he is the beſt natur d Man 
living : You may do juſt what you will with him. 
; * Well, well, ſome Oddneſſes muſt be al- 
ow'd. 

Pant. Now Punch is come in, and the whole Coali- 
tion fix d, it would be proper we ſhould wait on Har- 
leguin, and congratulate him on the Unanimity and 
Concord that reign among his People. 

Mexot. But you know the Tory-roræans and Grumble- 
toni ans will ſtill make an Oppoſition. 

Pierrot. That don't ſignify, you muſt tell him very 
Body's pleas'd, and he'll believe ready enough. Come, 
let's loſe no Time, but about it inſtantly. [ Exeunt, 

Bays. Now this Occurrence introduces all my Cha- 
raters in the laſt Scene, 

Ld Courtly. But who have we here? 


Enter CoLUMBINE purſu'd by HaRLEQUIN. 


Bays. Ha! ha! ha! Here I thought to have ſurpriz'd 
you ; for here is a ſhort Scene of Pantomime. 

Down. But pray why muſt not Columbine ſpeak ? 
Bays. For two Reaſons : Firſt, becauſe ſhe can't— 
that is ſpeak Zzg/iþ; the next is, the Dialogue from 
the Buſineſs of the Scene would be too Coar/e for the 
Delicacy of the Ladies. Pray obſerve ; this is quite 
Pantomime There fits Columbine in a thoughtful Poſ- 
ture; Harleguin ſteals behind the Chair, — pulls it from 
under her, - down ſhe comes, Ha! ha! ha! Harlequin 
runs off. Now the Scene changes: Harleguin is now 
ſitting alone: There fteals in Columbine —gets to the 
Chair, dow it comes, Harleguin and all. Ha! ha! ha! 
Down. What is all this? | 

Bays. Don't you ſee, don't you ſee Harlequin in 
great Fury kicks Columbine round and round and round 
the Room? [To Harlequin.) Sir, Sir, you have 
kick'd her ſufficiently, kick her off now as faſt as you 
can. [Harlequin kicks her off. — Did I not tell you I 
would ſhew you a Kicking Scene. | 


. 


Down. 


1 
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Down. But there is neither Rhime nor Reaſon in it. 
' Bays. True, Sir: It is the Repreſentation of an Ac- 
tion which was without Rhime or Reaſon. I could 
have furniſhed both ; but here, for certain Reaſons of 
State, I choſe to give a Specimen of my Genius to 
Pantomime. 
Ld Court. By this Incident your Cataſtrophe is draw- 
ing on. I hope, after all, tis not tragical. 
Bays. No, Sir: I reconcile all with the littleſt 
ſimpleſt Incident you can imagine. Now obſerve this 
Scene. 
* Courtly. 1 wiſh, Sir, you would ſhew us your 


Bays. You are going to have it. Let but Harlequin 
compoſe his wrathful Countenance ; becauſe he is to 
appear at his Grand Levee. | | 

Scene-men. We are all ready, Sir. 

Bays. 'Then draw the Back-ſcene. 


Back-ſeene draws and diſcovers Harlequin, Pierrot, 
Punch, Scaramouch, Pantaloon, Mezotin, Madam 
Joan, Miſs Polly, Columbine, and Chorus of 
Gourtiers. A 


Harl. Since, all mine Gentlemen and Ladies, you 
be come into de Coalition, it pleaſe me much. 1 be 
glad to fee L-—d Pierrot and L—d Punch good Friends 
agen. Columbine, you and I buſſee and be Friends. 
Bays. There, Sir; only one Buſs does the whole 
Buſineſs ;—and, beſides, ſhews the Good-Nature of my 
Hero. \ 8 
Harl. Mine good Peoples all, dis ſhall be de Day of 
Jubilee, and maine Poet ſhall make Ozes upon it. 
Punch. There is no Occaſion, I have one ready. 
Bays. Gentlemen Courtiers there, you -muſt-all re- 
member to join in the Chorus. ws 


Punch fings. 
Good People, who have given Ear to our Scene, 
It ſhews you, perhaps, what Things may have bern, 4 
i 7 — 
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Of Courtiers,and Patriots, the Tricks and the Rout z 2 
R how to get 1N, and how ſafe to get dur. R 
Fo op a down, down, down, up and down, detr 2 
* derry up and down, down derry down. 9 


When Friendſhip a Faith fora Tale are 4 3 
When all Public Spirit 7s turn'd to ee 3 . 
I ben the Stateſman the Patriot's Soul can reverſe ; 
Na om N Britons *—/# ours, i @ Farce. 
vn a W WY down, & c. 
$15.3 eee RV 1 4 4 | 
Grand 838 
41 your Parriutijn, Britons, li This, is a Farce. 
With a down, = 
Curtain drops. N BOL 


Ld Court. 1 wiſh you Succeſs; Mr Bays 30 bor L am 
afraid you'll never get it Acent l. 

Bays. Then III print it: by. Subſcription: Tho- cit 
would have much more Spirit in the Action. But, my 
Tord, 'N read it to'a Court” Friend, he may put 
me in a Way how to have; me bought off, as — o- 
ther Authors have been. ©, 

Down. Surely you — * not act on fuck Pojticiples, 
when you l them in your Satire.. 


i ne Servant for tat, Sir. ed 


ber“ not Patriots Aﬀions 0ith their Speeches; | 1 

, Nor wheat. the Parſon. doth, with aubat he l 
Tul be no Biſhop hough the Biſbop crieth, - 
"We all know 15 "Right R — 4 Father beth + 

+ Much: As we aviH of Public 8 irit ba, 
A Self. Intereſf rules our At 10NS met 3 . 
© Say what we quill Virtue firm, and Heady, on 
22 F they * Wi . 195 fat Read 7 
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